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* shall do that—I know it.”

« the water-pitcher.

SYNOPSIS,

Prnneo!n Heaupre, a peasant babe of
oirs, after an mmin; Incldent In

I'll'ch !durll'lll New figu mk
Chtul]ur of France by th mperor Na-
who prophesied that the boy
!‘t.u one day bo s marshal of IFrance

mado &

3 mmher Honaparte. At the age of
Francols vislts Generunl Baron Gas-
Qoumml who with Alixe,
-rcu-old duughter, lives at
ltnu A soldler of the Emplre under
ison he fMres the boy's | lnaunl
Irl storles of hils campaigns. gen-
ofl‘ern Francols a home ot the Chiae
The boy refuses to leave his pa-
nul:‘whut in the end becomes n copyist
!onurll and learns of the friend-
Ip between the general and Marquis
., who campaigned with the general
r Napoleon, arquis Zappl and m-
ton. Pl-m arrive at the Chateau. “‘
ral agroes to cure for the Huqu
Ian whllo the former goos to America
he Marquls ba!or- leaving for America
ﬂ‘t«! Francols to be a friend of his som
@ boy solemnly promises. Francols
mu to the Chateau to live. Marguis
dien leaving Pletro as & ward of
Alixe, Plotro and Francols
meol & sirange boy who proves to be
rince Louis Nupoleon. Francols saves
iite. The general discovors IPrancols
loves Alixe, and extracts & promise from
blm that hie will not Integfere between the
girl mnd Pietro. Francols goes to Italy
A8 atoretary to Pletro, Queen Horlense
glans the escape of her son Louis Na-

feon by disgulsing him and Marquis
5’#! as her Iackeys. Francols takea
rauls Zappl's place, who Is 1), In the
curo of Hortenss and Louls, Dressed
Aoula's brother Francols lures  the
Austrians from the hotel niluwlnlt the
prince and his mothor to esenpe. o Fran-
cols s a prisoner of the Auulria'ul for
five years in the castle owned by Plétro
R Italy. He discovers In his guard one of
etro's old family servants.

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.

A person of more Importance than
Battiata had fallen under the spell of
Francols” personality, The governor
bimself had been attracted by the
young Frenchman. The governor,
Count von Gersdorf, was a vain, dis-
pontented, brilllant Austrian, at odds
with the world because he had not
risen further in it. He was without
soclety In this mountain fortress of
hie, and longed for it; he had a fine
voice and no one to sing to; he liked
to talk and had no one to talk to.
Francols, with his ready friendliness,
with his gift of finding good In every
one, with his winning manner and
gimplicity which had the ease of so-
phistication, was a treasure-trove of
Amusement to the bored Austrian,

Things stood so with the prisoner
ut the tima of his discovery of the
fdentity of his jailer and of his jall.
The governor at that time was away
on a visit to Vienna, looking for a pro-
motion; he came back elated and
good-humored in the prospect of a
change within the year. But the heart
of Francols sank as he thought what
the change might mean to him.

"*‘Some day a marshal of France un-
der another Bonaparte,” he said to
himself one day, staring through the
bars at his window—he ealled the shy
80. He smiled. "But that Is nothing.
To help place my prince on the throne
of France-gthat is my work-—my life"

He talked alokd at times, as prison-
ers come to do., He went on then, in
a low vpice.

“If there were good faliries, if I had
three wishes: Allxe—the prince made
emperor- -Francols Beaupre, & marshal
of France.,” He laughed happily. “It
s child’s play. Nothing matters ex-
wept that my life shall do its work.
iEven that is so small; but I have a
great desire to do that. 1 believe I
And he fell
to work on & book which he was plan-
ning, chapter by chapter, in hie brain.

But, if he werse to escape ever, the
chance was Incroased infinltely by the
golog back and forth to the governor's
room. A new governor might keep
‘him shut up absolutely. It had been
#0 while the count was away; then he
‘had bean ill, and the lieutenant in
command would not let n doclor see
bhim till he became delirious; that was
the ordinary treatment of prisoners.
Francols, thinking over these things
on a day, fell with a sudden accent

thr general,

«on the steady push of his longlpg for

freedom, the conviction that he must
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A It Was Whispered Quickly.

get free before the count left, else op-
portunity and force for the effort
would both be gone forever. And on
t day Battista hrought In his mid-
meal with a look and & manner
which Francols remarked.
“What 18 it, Battista?” he asked

L

The man answered not a word, but
turned and opened the door rapidly
and looked out. <1 thought 1 had left
Ah, here it js—I1
am stupld,” he spoke aloud, And then,

' m on lip dramatically, be bent over

young man. “My sons-the little
has had a letter. The young

wishes him to gcome to him in
Y - hinl. He is golog o
'M‘-'u Berve golog

whispered qulckly, lnd Bn-

m
*ll oo If
ul iL" e wpoke
nta Lo carry guod
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surly tones, had his hand ou Battista's
arm, was whispering back eagerly.
“Whera does he go, in France?”
“To Vicques,” the low answer camse,
Francols sank back, tortured,
Golng to Vicques, the little Battista!
From Castleforte! And he, Francols,
must stay here in prison! His soul

the jgvas wrung with a sudden wild home-

slckness. He wanted to see Alixe, to
soe his mother, to see the general; to
see the peaceful little village and the
stream that ran through It, and the
steep-arched bridge, and the poppy
flelds, and the corn! The gray castle
with its red roofs, and the beech wood,
and the dim, high-walled library, how
he wanted to see it all! Jlow hic heart
ached, madly, flercely! This was the
worst moment of all his captivity. And
with that, Battista was over him, waa
murmuring words agaln. Something
was slipped under the bedclothes.

"Paper—pens. The signor will write
a letter this afternoon, And tomor-
row little Battista will take it.”

And the heart of Francols gave a
sudden throb of joy as wild ne its an-
guish. He could speak to thent before
he dled; it might be they could save
him. His hands stole to the package
under the coarse blanket. It seomed
as. If in touching it he touched his
mother and his sweetheart and his
home,

CHAPTER XV,
Good News.

In the garden of the chauteau of
Vieques, where the stiff, gray stone
vases spllled again their heart’s blood
of gcarlet and etching of vines; where
the two stately lines of them led down
to the sundial and the round lawn—on
one of the griffinsupported stone eeats
Alixe and Pletro sat, where Alixe and
Francols had sat five years before.

As they sat In the garden, they had
been going over the pros and cons of
his life or death for the thousandth
time. Pletro's qulet gray eyes were
ead as he looked away fyom Alixe and
across the lawn to the beech wood.

“God knows 1 would give my life
quickly if I could see him coming
through the trees there, as we used to
see him, mornings long ago, in hls
patched homespun clothes.”

Alixe followed the glance consider-
Ingly, as if calling up the little, brown,
trudging flgure so well remembered.
Then she tossed up her head sharply
—"“Who?"—and then she laughed. *“I
shall be seelng visions next, like Fran.
cols," she said. "I thought It was he
—back in thoe beceh wood.”

“l1 see no one.” Pletro stared,

“But you have no eyes, Pletro—1 ean
always see a thing two minutes before
you," Alixe threw at him. "There—the
man."

“Oh,"” sald Pietro. *“Your oyes are

more than natural, Alixe., You see In-
to a wood; that is uncanny. Yes, 1
gee him now. Mon dieu! he is a big
fellow.”

“A peasant—from. some other vil
lage,” Allxe spoke carelessly, *I do
not know him,” and they went on talk-
ing, as they had been doing, of Fran:
cols,

And with that, here was Jean Phll
lippe Molson, forty now and fat, but
still beautiful in purple millinery, ad-
vancing down the stone steps between
the tall gray vases, muking a sym-
phony of color with the rich red of the
flowers. He held a silver tray; a let-
ter was on It,

“For mademolselle.”

Mademoiselle took it calmly and
glanced at it, and with that both the
rqtmau and the Marquis Zappl were
astonlshed to see her fall to shiver-
ing, as It in a sudden Illness, She
caught Pletro's arm. The letter was
clutehed in her other hand thrust back
of her,

“Pletro!"

“What Is it; Allxe?" His volce was
qulet as ever, but his hand was around
her shaking fingers, and he held them
strongly. “What is it, Allxe?"”

She drew forward the other hand;
the letter shook., rustied with her
trembling. "It is—from Francois!"

Jean Phillippe Molson bhaving
stayed to listen, ns he ought not, lift-
ed his eyes and his hands to heaven
and gave thanks In a general way,
volubly, unrebuked. By now the un:
steady fingers of Alixe had opened the
paper, and her head and Pletro's were
bent over it, devouring the well-known
writing. Alixe, excited, French, ex-
ploded Into a disjointed running com-
ment,

“From prison—our Francols—dear
Francois!” And then: “Five years,
Pletro! Think—while we have been
free!” And then, with a swift cluteh
ngain at the blg cont sleeve crowding
agalust her: “Pletro! Bee, sea! The
date—Iit Is only two months ago. He
was alive then; he must be alive now;
bhe 18! 1 knew it, Pletro! A woman
knows more things than a man."”

With that she threw up her head
and fixed Jean Phillippe, drinking in
all this, with an unexpected stern
glance, “What are you doing here,
Molson? What manners are theae?”
Then, relapsing in a flash into pure
human trust and affection toward the
apxious old servant: "My dear, old.
good Molson—he I8 alive—Monsleur
Francois is nlive—in a horrible prison
in Italy! But he is alive, Molson!™
And with that, & sudden jump agaln
into dignity. “Who brought this, Mol
son?"

Jean Phillippe was only too happy
to have a hand lm the joyful excite-
ment, "Mademolselle, the young per-

son speaks little language., But he
tnld me o say to monsieur the mar
guis that he was the little Battista,”

Plotro looked up quickly. “Alixe, It
is the servaut from my old home of
whom [ apoke to you. ¥ ecan not imag-
ine how Francola got bold of hl:n. but

."'ﬁ:‘ !" T

Alixe, her letter in ber hands, strug-
gled in her mind, Then: "The letter
will keep—yes, let him come, and we
can read it all the better after for
what he may tell us.*

Ho Moleon, having orders to produce
at once the sald little Battista, retired,
much execited, and returned shortly—
but not #o shortly as to have omitted
a fling of the great news Into the
midst of the servants’ hall. He con-
ducted, marching behind hlm, the Mt
tle Battista, an enormous youug man
of six feet four, erect, grave, stately.
Thie dignified person, saluting the lady
with & deep bow, dropped on one knee
before his master, his eyen full of a
worshiping joy, and kissed PFis hand.
Having done which, he arose silently
and stood walting, with those beaming
eyes feasting on Pletro’s face, but
otherwige decorous,

First the young marquis sald some
friendly words of his great pleasure in
seelng hls old servant and tho friend
of his childhood, and the big man

stood with downcast eyes, with the
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“Yoy Must Save Him!”

color flushing hle happy face. Then,
“Battista,” asked the marquls, "how
did you get the letter which you
brought mademoiselle?™

“My father,” answered Battlsta la-
conleally,

“How did your father get 1t?"

“From the signor prisoner, my sig
nor.*

Alixe and Pletro looked at him at-
tentively, not comprehending by what
means this was possible. Pletro, re-
membering the little Battlsta of old,
vaghely remembered that he wae In-
capable of initiative In speech, One
must pump him painfully.

“Was your ,ather in the prison
where the signor is confined?" Allxe
asked.

The Jittle Battista turned his eyes
on her a socond, approvingly, but
briefly. They went back without delay
to thelr affair of devouring the face
of his master. But he ansawered
promptly. “Yes, signorina; he ie there
always."

“Always?" Pletro demanded In
alarm, "Is Battista a prisoner?”

“Hut no, my signor.”

“What then? Battista, try lo tell
us"q

So adjured, little Battista made a
violent ¢ffort. “He i8 one of the jall-
ers, my slgnor.”

“Jallers? For the Austriane?’ The
face of the marqguls took all the joy-
ful light out of the face of little 3at-
tista.

“My signor,” he stammered, “it
could not be helped, He was there. He
knew the castle, They foreed him at
first, and—and it came to be so."

“Knew the castle!" Pletro repeated,
“What castle?”

Battista’'s eyes turned to his Mas-
ter's 1ike those of a falthful dog, trust-
ing but not understanding. “What cas-
tle, my eignor? Casteltorte—the slg-
nor's own casMe—what other?”

A sharp exclamation from Alixe
summed up everything. “Your castle
is confiseated; they use Il as a prison,
Francols Is a prisoner there, Pietro!
All these years—in your own home!"

“1 never dreamed of that," Pletro
gpoke, thinking aloud., “Every other
prison in Austria and Italy I have tried
to find him in. I pever dreamed of
Castellorte.”

At the end of the interview the little
Battista put his hand Into his breast
pocket and brought out another letter,
thickly folded. Would mademolselle
have him instructed where to find the
mother of the signor prisoner? He had
prumised to put this into her own
hands. He must do it before he
touched food. ]

And Jean Phillippe Molson, who had
lurked discreetly back of the mearest
slone vase, not misaing a syllable, was
glven orders, and the huge little Bat-
tista was sent off up the stone steps
between the scarlet flowers, up the
yelvet slope of lawn, In charge of the
purple one.

Half an hour later the general.
walked up from the village, wulked
slowly, thoughtfully through the beech
wood, hie face hardly older than when
he had come to Vieques, but sterner
and saddey; his still soldlery galt less
buoyant than it had been five years
Ago,

He saw Allxe and Pletro coming
joytully towa him, running light-
heartedly, callibg to him with excited
guy volces, It stabbed the general's
heart; 8 quick thought came of that
other who had been always with them,
now dead or worss, of that other whom
these two had forgotten, And with
that they were uwpon him, and Alixe
wae kissing him, hugging him, push-
ing & letter Into his hand, up hia
sleeve, Into his face—anywhere,

“Father—good news—the best news
—almost the best! Father, be ready
1| tor the good naws!" '

“I'am ready,” tho general gr
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Sabre de bola! Whnt {8 your news,
then, you silly child?”

And Alixe, shaking very much, lald
her hand on his eheek and looked
earnestly into lhls eyes. “I"ather,
Francols s alive!"

For all his gruff self-control the gen-
ernl made the lettor an excuse shortly
to @it down, Queer, that a man's kneea
should suddenly bend and give way
because of a thrill of rapture in a
man's psychological makeup! Put the
general had to sit down. And then
and there all that had been extracted
from little Battista was rehearsed, and
the letter read over from start to fin-
Ish,

“But he is allve, father! Aliva!
That Is happiness enough to kill one.
I never knew till now that 1 feared he
was dead.”

“Alive—yes! But In prison—in that
devil's hole of an old ecastle!” And
Alixe looked at Pletro and laughed,
but the genernl pald no attentlon. "He
must be got out. There s no time to
waste. Diable! He s perighing In
that vile stable! What was that the
Ind sald about the doctor's speech,
that only a long sea voysge could save
him? One must get him out, mon dieu,
quick!"”

Alixey her hand on his arm, put her
head down on it suddenly and stood
g0 for a moment, her face hidden.
Pietro, his bhands thrust deep in his
pockots, looked at the general with
wide gray eyes, consldering. With that
Alixe flashed up, turned on the young
Italian, shaking her forefinger at him;
her eyes shone blue fire.

“That Is for you, Pletro, If we
should lose him now, just as we have
found him! Now ls the time for you
to show if you can be what is brave
and strong, as Francois has shown. It
I8 your castle; you must save him."”

Pietrg looked at the girl, and the
color crept through his cheeks, but he
said nothing.

“Alixe, my Alixe,” her father put an
arm around her. “One may not de
mand herolem as if it were bread and
butter. Pletro will not fall us."

“Allxe always wished me to be bril
liant like Francols,” Pletro spoke
gently. "But 1 never could.”

“Yot, Pletro, it Is Indeed your time,"
Allxe threw at him eagerly, “Francols
must be rescued or he will dle.”

“Yes,” Platro answered quietly.
“Francols must be reacued.”

He was sllent an moment, as {f think-
ing. His ealm polsed mind was work-
Ing swiftly: one saw the inner action
in the clear gray eyes, The general
and Alixe, watching him, saw It

“1 think 1 know how,” he sald,

CHAFPTER XVI,
The Stone Staircase,
Battista's prisoner stood at the
barred window high up the steep side
of the castle and stared out wistfully
at the receding infinlty of blueness—
his mendow. In the three months

gince his letter had gone to France, he |

had grown old. The julces of his
youth seemed dried up; his eyes were
bloodshot, his skin yellow; there was
no flesh on him. The walting and
hoping had worn on him more than
the dead level of the hopeless years
before. There was & new tenseness
in the lightly-bullt figure, even In the
long, dellcate, strong fingers. The
prisoner had caught o whiff of the alr
of home and was chokirg for a full
breath.

“You are not well, my friend,"” sald
the governor, “The doctor must see
you."

But Francols refused lightly and
lnughed and fell to singing an old peas-
ant song of France which he had re-
membered lately; he got up on the
table and droned it to an imaginary
fiddle which he pretended to play after
the manner of old Jacques Arne, who
played for dances in Vicques. And the
governor was taken with a violent
fanecy for it. He roared at ft, and sang
it over in fragments till he had learned
it, and then he sang It and roared
again and slapped his knea; there was
a droll comedy In Francols' rendering
also, not to be explained—and the
count sald that Francols mpst come o
his rooms the next night for dinner
and sing him the song again and also
listen to a new one of his own.

S0 Francols was taken down the
gtone stairease and conducted to the
two rooms which were the governor's
sulte, He knew them well, for he had
dined many times with the count. But
tonight he was left alone a few mo-
ments in the outer room, the living-
room. while the governor was In the
bedroom, and he looked about keenly
with a stralned attention which grew
out of the suppressed hope of escape.
Who knew what bit of knowledge of
the castle might be vital, and who
knew how soon? He noted the swords
and pistols hanging on the wall, and
marked a light saber whose scabbard
was brightly polished as If the blade
also were kept in good order. On the
table he saw the flint and stesl with
which Count von Gersdorf lighted his
pipe; he stepped to the window and
bent out, scanning the wall. A stone
coping, wide enough for a man's foot,
but little more, ran, four feet below;
ten feet bevond the window it ended
in the roof of a shed, a sloping roof
where a man could drop down, yes, or
even cllmb up with ease. A man, that
I8, who had climbed when a boy as
Francois had clifnbed—Illke a cat for
certuinty and lightness. But what
then, when one was in the courtyard?
It wae walled about with n stone wall
slxteen fest high; these old ancestora
of Pletro, who had bullt this place, had
planned well to keep Pletro's friend in
prison,

S0 Francols, not hopeful of a sortie
by that point, drew In his bead from
the open window and took to examin.
ing the walls of the governor's room,
‘There were three doors—one from m
hall by which be had come, one be-

bind which Do ow beard e couat
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for tes, and
broghit up u bolth of rul wine.

“A flae stock they put down thiere—
the [tallans who ruled here fdr cight
hundrédsodd years,” he had sald, “I've
lowered it a bit. A good spacious wine
cellar mud grand old wine. You will be
the better for a little.” And Francols
had watched him ns he put the hrass
key back on the chain which x.ms
from his belt.

At this point of memory the AJoed-
room door opened, and the governor
came out, In great good humor and
ready ton eat and drink as beonme @n
Austrinn soldier, The dioner w
brought in, but Francols, for all hig
efforts to do his part, could not swa:l\

low food, or very little. The fever, th
unrest burning in him, made It impos-
sible. Count Gersdorf looked at him
seriously when dinner was over; as
et Francols, talking, laughing, sing-
ng, had eaten not oves half n dozen
mouthfuls.

“Certainly you are not well,” he sald.
“I think the doctor should see you."”
And then he nodded his head and .his
gmall eyes gleamed with a brilliant
thought. “1 know a medicine better
than a doctor's.” He stood up and his
fingers were working at the chaln of
keys at his belt. Francols watched
them and saw the thin, old, brass key
which he slipped off. “A bottle of
wine of our Itallan ancestors—yours
and mine, Beaupre'--the count
chuckled—"that will cure you of your
flla for this evening at least.” He slid
the key into the lock and said, half to
himself, "My lttle brasa friend never
leaves the belt of Albrgbht von Gers:
dorf except to do him a pleasure, bless
him!™ And then, “Hold the candle
Beaupre—well, come along down—it
can do no harm and I can't manage a
light and two bhottles.”

80 Francois followed down the twist.
ad, headloug, stone etalrcase and found
himself, after rather a long descent,
yholding the lamp high, gazing curious
ly about the walls ol a large stone
room lined with shelves, filled with
bottles, o =

“A show, jsn't 1t?" the Count von
Gersdorf demhnded. “Here, hold the
Hght on this side,” and he went on
talklng, “The wine 18 so old that 1
think it must have been stocked be
fore the time of the last lord of the
castle.”

And Francols, holding the light, re
membering tha Marquis Zappl, thought
g0 too. The count pointed to a square
stone In the wall which projected
slightly, very slightly.

“That is the door to a secret stock
of some sort, | have always thought.”
he sald. “Probably some wonderful
old stuff suved for the coming of age
of the helr, or a great event of that
eort. I wigh I could get at it.,” and he
stared wistfully at the massive block.
“Hut 1 cannot stir it. And | don't let
anvone but mysell down here—not 1."
The count turned away and they
mounted the two stories of narrow
steps, for the governor's rooms were
on the second floor, and the staircase
ran from it between walls, down un-
derground. “The old chaps must hive
thought a lot of thelr wine to have the
cellar connect directly with thelr own
roome—for Dattista tells me theso
were glways the rooms of the Za—otf
the lords of the castle,” the governaor
explained,

And to Francols, considering it, the
fuct seemed an odd one, And then
the governor set to work drinking
i Pletro’s wine, and little thought, as
he urged it on his prisoner, how much
more right to It the prisoner had than
he, It was a wonderful old liguid,
| tull of a strange dim sparkle, and of
most exquisite bouquet. As he drank
it Francols silently toasted Its owner
on his return to his own again, He
took so little as to disgust the gov-
ernor, but it put fresh life Into him,
and when at last he could leave the
count, who was by that time more
than fairly drunk, he went up to his
cold prison under the roof quieter and
more &t peace than he had been for
mouths,

CHAPTER XVIL

A Loaf of Bread.

The next morning Battista came in
with a mauner which to the observing
eyve of his prisoner foretold distinctly
some event. He talked more than
usual, and more grufMy and loudly, but
at last, after wandering about the
room some minutes, all the time talk-

dark, winiling, llmoluﬁhl..u‘:hﬂl- st s

mm
a word," he whnww. m
then— "'!'M loaf of broad.”

Francols, struck dumb and blind,
turned hot and cold. and his shaking
bhand in his coat pocket elutched the
lottér,

But Battista prodded him with his
hard forefinger. “Be careful,” he mut-
tered, and then again, “The bread"—
with a sharp prod—"The loaf of bread”
—nand the door had clanged. DBattista
was gone,

A strong man, who had not been
shut away from life, would likely have
read the letter iostantly, would in
gtantly have examined the long round
loat lying before him. Frapcols wos
Il and weak and it was tho first word
for five reamre from hie own people,
which lay in wis hand; he sat as 1
turned to stone, touching the paper as
\’l: that were enough; he sat perhaps

fteen minutes,
\ Then suddenly & breathlesaness

me over him that something might
bappen before he could read it—this
writing which, whatever it should say,
mennt life and death to him. Taking
caﬂe not to rustle the paper, deaden-
illlnn the sound under his bedeclothes,
he read It, kneeling by the bed. It was

follﬁ letters—{rom his mother and
Alexs and the general and Pietro;
but the first three wore short. He felt,

Indeed, reading them, that no words
had been written, that only tha arms
of the perople he loved had strained
about hlltn and their faces Inid against

The Count Polntc& to a Square Stone
' in the wall.

his, and that so, wolrdiessly, they had
told him but one tthg-—thnlr undying
love, Weak, lonely, \his intense tem
perament stretched Yo the breaking
point by the last thred months of fear
ful hope, 1t was mord than he could
bear. He put the papbrs against hls
cheek and his head dkopped on tha
bed, and & storm of tears tore his sou)
and body. But it was diyngerous; he
must not be off his guary: he remem:
bered Lhat swiftly, and wlth shaking
fingers he opened Pletro's letter—
Pletro's letter which, yellowed and
faded but distinet yvet, In the small
clear writing, is guarded today with
those other letters In the mahogany
desk In Virginla,

“My denr brother Francols " the let-
ter began, and quick tears cime again
at that word “brother,” which said so
much. “My dear brother Francois—
this {8 not to tell you how | have
searched for you and never furgotten
you., | will tell you that when | see
YOu.
out of that house of mine whi has
held you as a prieoner when you‘Eugm
to have been its welcome guest. When
Italy is free we will do that over) but
we must get you free [irst is.
I am now within five mlles of you-\*

The man on his knees by the prison
hed gasped; the letters staggered be
fore his eyes.

“l mm living on a ship, and 1 1
explain how I got it when I see you, \p
a few days now, Francols. Every niglyt
for a week, beginning with tonigh
there will be a person watching fo
yvou in Riders' Hollow, from midnigh!
till daylight. After that we shall gt
away for two weeks gp a8 to avold gly
ing suspicion, and then repeat the ar
rangement agaln every night for »
week, You do not know Ridera' Hol
low, and It Is unnecesgary to tell yos
more about it than that It is o lonely
place hidden In trees, and supposed (s
be baunted by ghosts of men on horse
back; the people about will not g¢
there for love or money except I
broad daylight.

Ing, scolding, he swoopod on Francols

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

BOTH PERSONAL AND SOCIAL

Items of More or Less Interest That
Concern the Doings of the
“Best Families,”

The engagement is announced of
Miss TufMe Show, daughter of Mrs,
Hoalelgh Show, to Mr. Willlam Mar
tingale Yuceless, only son of Mr. and
Mrs. Worsen Yuceless,

Mr. Worsen Yuceless, by the way,
comes of a good old family. They
have always been fashionable. His
uncle, G. How-Wursen Yucelesk, is an
intellectunl man, having written the
soclety notes for a fashion paper near-
Iy a whole season, And his son, Mar
tingale, once took a prize at a horse
show.

It 1s rumored that Miss Tootoo Kyl
lng has broken her engagement to
Mr. Dedlelgh. Bohr. But Dedleigh
seemed quite cheerful last Saturday
at his club,

It is whispered that the F. Spend.
ing:Spendurs wre not &0 happy togeth.
er a8 they might be. Our readers
will remember that Mre, Spendar was
the charming Miss Freeks, a noted
belle of Hoston., Mr. Spandsar ‘s more
than #attentive to Mrs. Jimmy Over
load, while Mrs. Spondar 1a constantly
seen with the young duke of Borro
and Keapo. He com#s of an anclent
family. A greater gart of this last
soason he was a visltor at Koopon
Cliffs, the summsr home of the F.

mdhﬂ% " m

for an active soclal season. She I
now visiting Ler sister, Mrs. P. de
V. Blasee Rounders. Their charming
cousln, Mrs. McEvoy Ondek, returns
from Europe Saturday on the Nausea
—or Is it the Crown Princessen von
Gotter Dunmerung? Time will tell.—
Life.

There Are Wars and Wars.

An one glances over the pages of
history, one finds wars, It 18 true,
which are blots upen the records of
man; but one also finds wars without
which the world would have been in-
comparably the poorer that we could
never have done without them., And
one also percelves (o his astonish-
ment if he Is a “practieal man,” that
the wares which have been glgantie
blundera and crimes have all been
wars for the attainment of practical
ends, llke territory, or markets, o1
wealth, while the wars which the
world could not have done without
have all been wars for abstract prin
ciples, for beliefs, for religions, fot
mad dreams and ssemingly Impossible
hopes, The wurld could well spare the
conquests of Napoleon, because the
wars were merely for Napoleva; but
the world could not spare the wartinl
conflicta surrounding and realiztng the
French revolution, because it was »
war for those abstract and sensible
absurdities, lberty, equality and fra
ternity. We could well spare the
Mexican war, which was a fight fo:
territory, but we could not at all ge

_m.-agmm-u.‘-m..

This Is to tell you how to get |

waman
“No; the stores never have a clean
Ing sale of diamond necklacos.”
blue
almost all wator., Buy R M y
tho blue that's ull blus. Adv.

A good guesner is generally a man
who prides himself on his superior
Judgment,

Don't buy water for h!ulng.

Dean's Mentholated Cough Drups work
wonders (n  overcoming serious coughe
abd throat irmmitations—o5c at Druggista.

Many a theory that Isn't sound
makes a lot of nolse. ’

Putnam Fadeless Dyes color more
gooda than others. Adv.

(ienemting hot air {a easler than
getting up steam,

WOMAN WOULD
NOT GIVE UP

Though Sickand Suffering; At
Last Found Help in Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound.
Richmond, Pa. — * When I started
taking Lydis E. Pinkham's Vegetabls

Compound I'wasina
dreadfully rundovn
il state of health,
gl had internal
ER | bles, and was so
! tremely nervous and
_ i Emstr;ted thatif I
i ad given in to my
_ -_ :' f feelings I would
4 have been in bed,
As it was | had
} hardly strength st
times to be on my
feet and what I did do was by a great
effort. I could not sleep at night and
of course felt very bad in the morning,
and had a steady headache,

“After taking the second bottle I no-
ticed that the headache was not so bad,
I rested better, and my nerves were
gtronger. I continued its use until it
made a new woman of me, and now 1
can hardly realize that 1 am able to do
so much ag Ido. Wheneverl knowm,;
woman in need of & good medicin
highly praise Lydia F.. Pinkham's Veg-
etable Compound.” — Mrs, FRANK

CLARK, 3146 N. Tulip St., Richmond, Pa.
« Women Have Been Telling Women
for forty years how Lydia E.Pinkham’s

health when suffering with female ills.
This accounts for the enormous demand
for it from coast to coast. If you are
troubled with any ailment peculiar to
women why don't you try Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound? It
will pay vou to do so, Lydia E. Pink-
bam Medicine Co., Lynn, Masa.

TILTING TABLE FRAME COMPLETE
WITH SAW

) inch

y 24 $16.00
26 16.50
28

, 17.00
"330  17.50

SAWS
24 inch $3.90
| =26 4.50
28 “ 5.10
30 “ 5.70

POND ICE SAWS

$2.50 AND UP

& TOOL WORKS

AMERIOAN ’A‘!“ AVE., CHICAGO

um 8T. WEST

AMBITIOUS MEN

Now doing well but wan
rger earnings will ask abou
our proposition to wagon sales-
meén, We want a steady,gentle-
manly representative in every

county. Hundreds have grown
old and prosperous in the
servijce. No experience neces-

Bary. “Down and outers” not
wanted, Write for particulars.

Dr. Ward's Medical Company

E-acr Every Day.

CARTEII LITTLE
LIVER P

o ol

AB&OF?BINE

HANT WARK BIG. LS F

Removes B al En
Thil’.‘kBﬂC‘. Ewaollen
Cl.ll‘b.. Filwd Tendons, m
ness from s1y\Bruise or Straing
Stops Spavin ness. Allays pain,
Does not Bli emove the hair of
luy up the bo
delivered. Book 1

ABSORBINE, JR. 1.. antiseptie links
ment for mankind. For 81 §
Gouty or Rheumatic d
Painful Varicose Velrk)
more if you write, $1 an
dealers or delivered.  Mandgie:
W.F.YOUNG, P.D. F., 210 Taruls S8

PIEO'S REM

Vegetable Compound has restored their ~




